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" My Lord," cried Mary, " you forget that you are speaking to your Queen."
"There was a time, Madame," Lindsay retorted, " when I would have addressed you in softer tones, and with my knee on the ground, although it consorts but ill with our old Scotch character to take pattern by your French courtiers. But for some time past, thanks to your fickle amours, you have kept us so much in the field with our harness on our backs, that our voices have grown hoarse in the cold night air, and our stiffened knees refuse to bend in their armor. You must take me as I am therefore, Madame, now that you are no longer free to select your own favorites."
Mary turned deathly pale at this failure of respect, to which she was not as yet accustomed, but she restrained her wrath as well as she could.
" And yet, my Lord," she said, " however well disposed I may be to take you as you are, I must at least know in what capacity you thus intrude upon me. The letter which you hold in your hand would seem to indicate that you come as a spy, were it not that the readiness with which you enter my chamber without announcement leads me to think that I am to look upon you as a gaoler. Pray have the kindness to tell me by which of those two names I shall call you."
"By neither, Madame, for I am nothing more nor less than your traveling companion, the commander of the detachment which is to escort you to Lochlevea Castle, your future residence. But I shall be obliged to leave you there as soon as we arrive, in order to return hither and assist the confederate lords to choose a Regent for the kingdom."
" And so it was as a prisoner and not as Queen, that I placed myself ki the hands of Eorkaldy. If I remember